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out of their agony and murder a new State would arise.
Otherwise it was too cruel.

He looked at Antonius and Lepidus. They also felt the
strain of the decisions. Their eyes were bloodshot; their
faces looked flushed and puffy in the dim underlight of the
tent; their hands shook. He wondered if they were thinking
as he thought, or did they merely feel repulsion from an act
of calculated bloodshed ? Then he saw in Antonius something
more than that weakness of repulsion. There was something
great, something that Octavianus felt to be infinitely greater
than himself. What was it?

He looked closer, dropping his lids. Then he saw it. It
wasn't merely the man Antonius. It was the enormous
loyalty of the soldiers that he led, the spirit of Caesar. That
was what the world needed, a spirit of faith and trust. A
voice of power and love. And here the three leaders of that
movement were calmly decreeing the spoliation and murder
of a whole class.

Let them die. It wasn't merely that so much of their
wealth was misbegotten; that the men had come to represent
a system of peculation and oppression; for there was another
side to their activities, the tradition of Roman service that
Octavianus loved. Octavianus felt stirring a twilight sense
of a new world, a world which would be the real fulfilment
of that tradition, a world of constructive law for which
Caesar had fought and died. Caesar indeed was not dead.
He must not die. The cry of the people for justice and peace
must be heard, even though it brought suffering and death
and injustice into being before Its hope became true.

The landlord class had struck Caesar down. Now they
were going to be wiped out.

So be it.

"Well then," said Antonius in a steady, nonchalant voice,
but grasping his wine-cup so tightly his knuckles showed
white, "I give up that uncle of mine. Octavianus gives up
Cicero. Lepidus gives up his brother."

He took a deep drink and held out the beaker to refill
the cups.

"Not for me/5 said Octavianus in a thin voice. "That's
as much as my stomach will hold."